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Not knowing Danish I could not read something on the front page to
which he pointed except my own name and that of Norman Hansen,
tfre giant Dane, who was a poet and explorer.
"What's it all about?" I asked.
"Norman Hansen challenges you to a duel. He has constituted
himself the champion of Dr. Cook."
I may have blenched. I knew that if I fought a duel with Norman
Hansen I should die. He was a very tall man.
"He will send you his seconds," said the young Dane.
The seconds did not arrive that day, or the next, or the one after, and
I was much relieved by this respite from death. But I was too busy to
worry about it much.
A frightful thing happened to me. Mrs. Rasmussen, that lovely lady,
had been very friendly. We had taken tea together several times and
then dinner, mostly with Peter Freuken. Over one of the dinner tables
she had produced a letter just received from her husband who had
helped Cook on his journey.
"I will translate a bit of it," she told me. "It's about Dr. Cook."
It was a bit in which Rasmussen, this famous Arctic explorer de-
nounced Cook as a charlatan and a rogue who certainly had never been
anywhere near the North Pole.
"May I publish that?" I asked. "It's vastly important to me."
She hesitated but agreed. Freuken wrote down the English translation
of that passage in the letter. When published in the Daily Chronicle and
wired back to Denmark it created a sensation. If Rasmussen said that
Cook was a liar ....
But a few days later a letter was published in the Danish papers from
Mrs. Rasmussen. She denied that she had shown me one of her
husband's letters, or that any such words appeared in one. It was to me a
a knock-down blow.
I tried to find her but she had disappeared from Copenhagen. What
was I going to do about it? My own truthfulness and honour were
utterly at stake. I published a letter in the Danish Press asking for a
committee to be appointed with Mrs. Rasmussen's consent to read the
last letter received from her husband. If no such words were found in
the letter, I would give a certain sum of money to any Danish charity
* agreed upon by the Committee.
Mrs. Rasmussen never answered that letter. I never saw her again.
I learned afterwards that she had weakened under great political and
social pressure from high quarters. I have long forgiven her.
Dr. Cook departed in due course from Cophengen with a wreath of
flowers round his bowler hat. Great crowds had assembled to see his
going. I was on the quayside and after the ship had warped away the